CHRISTMAB LEGENDS.

——

The Lore and Poetry of the Great Fes-
tival — Interesting Usages and
ditions—Bomething for Everybody to
Read,

1Y BOPHIE BPARKLE,

o aay that over 'wainat that season comes
Whereln our Savior's birth is eslebrated,
Thin bird uf dawming singeth «f_l'atlfﬁm,‘..“.

Around no season of all the year
dnes there eling 8o mauy quaint and
curiots legends s around the Christ-
s time,  Every natlon has its Yup-
ular traditions coneerning this. hal-
lowed featival; traditions which bave
poen hunded down from generation
1o eneration, In oft-told tales which
awnken in the hearts of the listeners
feellng of mit:ﬁlnd pleasure and: fear,

But in this wise, matter-of-fact age
of the world, the old legends are fust
Josing credence.  The only one still
alhierished seems to be that of the good
Sulnt Nicholas, who cowes, down the
shimuey to 1l the stockings of the
little folks !

But even the chimn
becoming obsolete, and the preco-
clous Youn Amurlcu puts away this
chililish bellel when he dons his first
sair of pants, snd ever after disdaliu-
I;:Ily rejects the jden of o queer little
persounge wha,

w firossed all In far, from bis head to his foot,""

{s abroad upon Christmas Eve, carry-
Ine ifts to all good children.
But there Is, and always will
certain charm hovering nround
old superstitions, One of the most
besutiful of these Is, that upon Christ-
mus Fve the cock crows all night
Jong — to “frighten aWay all evil
things from Infeoting the holy hours,"
o And then, they say, no spirit dares stir

broad :
Thn‘n:i“n.n are wholesome, then no planets

COrners are

be 8
tlle

strike ;
No fuiry takes, no witeh bath power tocharm
o pallawtd und 80 gracious Iy the time."” |

Exnetly at the hour of midnights
upon this mystic eve, the cattle ‘are
galil to kneel In thelr stalls, in adora-
tion of the Babe who was born in a
manger, and afterward to hold con-
verse like men, Brand relates that In
1770 a Cornish peasant told him that
lie, with several others, had watched
the oxen upon old Christmas Eve, and
Wt twelve o'cloek at night they ob-
gerved the two oldest oxen to fall up-
on their knees and to make a cruel
moan like Christisn creatures,” This
bellef appears not only to hnve pre-
vailed in England, but nlso across the
sens, a8 Mr. Howlson, in hils "Bketches
of Upper Canmin," says that on ong
benutiful moonlight Christmas Eve,
at the hour of m dnhfht, he met an
Indinn l:reepin?_ntenll Mily along, who
motioned to him to keep quiet, and
when questioned as to his motive, re-
I:"Hl: “ Me wateh to see the deer

neel; this I8 Christmas night, and
all the deer full upon their kuees to
the Gireat Bpirit, und look up.”’ Even
the bees are sulid to hom In their 1it-
tle cells on Christmas Eve at twelve
o'elock.

There is a legentd which says that
the wateher may hear the ringing of
subterranean bells tolling the mid-

* pight hour upon this night. In min-
{ng distriets, the miners: declnre that
solemn mnss I8 held fn that cavern
which contains the richest ore; that
service Is chanted by invisible beings,
and that the eavern is most brilliant-
ly illuminated with eandles,

Thus sings an old earol :

* All the bells on enrth shall ring
On Christmas day, on Ulrjstmas day.
And gé the bells ou earth shall ring
On Christinas day in the morniog.

** And all the angels in heaven shall sing

Un Chrismas day, on Christmas day,

4nd all the angels In heavan alinll sing
On Christmas day in the morniog,

** And all the souls on earth shall nln'r

Un Christmna day, on Christma
Ani all the souls on sarth shall sing
On Christmas day in the morning,’

The Germans also have a traditional
Christmas bell. In the village of Mor-
Ingen, near Goettingen, there Is a poud
called Opfurteieh, a sacrificial pond,
The water is very deep, and it is sald
that every year at Christmas o bell Is
beard tol luF In its depths from the
hour of twelve until one,

This bell Is the same which once
swung in the church-tower near by,
but having been placed there without
being consecrated by baptiam, as wos
the vlden oustom, when l{ com-
meneed to ring out the Christmas
chimes, by some supernatural power
It was hurled from dts place into the
deliallm of the Opferteich, and there it
Is belleved to lie to this very day, nud
every Chirlstmas Eve to rlse to the
surface of the pond, toll, and then to
sink ngain,

Should any one desire to know what
will be the state of the weather dur-
Ing the ensulug year he has only to
take an onion, and cutting it in two
thus muking twelve small cups, fill
them with snlt, and let them stand
untll the following morning. These
eups represent the twelve months of
the year, nnd those in which the salt
18 foul dry will be the dry months,
and viee verar, So say the legends.
Sir Walter Seott says in his notes to
“Marmion” that “they who are
borm on Chrlstmas or Good Friday,
+have the power of seeing spirits, wld
even of commanding them!" He
als) wlds that * the Spaniards imput-
o the haggard and downeust looks
of their l‘hﬁlp ILto the disagreenble
visions to which this privilege sub-
Jeeted him,"

On the banks of the Weser, they
ray, that no one must spin during the
twelve duys of Christmas-tide; but
they spln touds into the house, or get
blsek-puiddings and sausnages [nstead
of yarn, This custom I8 faithfully
observed, and if sewing 8 necessary
Io be done, they take it to a neigh-
bor's house,

At Chirlstmas all the splnning-
wheels nre plentifully fornished with

ax, nud laft standing to awalt the
vislt of Hulde, the divinity who pre-
shies over domestic affiirs, and who

tmes at this senson to reward the
diligent andl punish the idle. Butat

Slirove-tide when Huldna returns to

her hoge, all the flax must be spun

off;and the spinning wheels be put
outof sight—for that which s spun

M Shrove-tide, Is sure to turn out 01—

this buing the time of holy reat.

When the sun shines, Euldn is said
tobe combing her bair; and when It
fnows, shie 8 spreading her couch.
Bhe rides In n charlot, which. she
zﬂw enused o Pemanl to repair for

tr, and the chippings which were

ftbehinl wera found to be of the

L] ukily old erone, with dishevelled,
Bagled locks, and If any oue appenrs
¥ith uncombed, bristlivg hair, itis a
Wmimon saylug that ' He has been
fidlug with Huldn 1" Let every one
hr;(‘el’urill keep their locks ™ well
hed and shining,
. Dirlng the Christmas season, man
nlmials may not be ealled by their
T;ght unnies in some parts of Gor-
Iul“:-'. Uniler the penalty of a forfelt.
Mllend of fox they must say long tail ;
s Mouse, howse-ranner, ete. An
noT” animals, such as the wolf; are
o to be mentioned at all, And no
Mals, exoept familinr ones; are to
b :wml or trusted nto the house
Tg the Twelfths, slnve witches

kettle upon the stove.

amith, and &0 on.

Parest gold.  Hulda Is represented ns |1

and evil spirits are belleved to have
power at this time to take the sha
of cats, dcﬁ-n, bares, etc., that Lliey
m;{ work ill to others, |

088 Who are afflicted with ague,

Tra- | 8hould shoot magpies at Christmas

time: and If these are burned to pow-
der, timy are sald to cure this aggra-
va.l.'lug complaint,

When the candles of the.Chrlst-
mas-trée are lighted, if one would
know whether any of the assembled
company wlill' die during the year,
they should notlce the shadows cast
upon the wall, If any shadow lacks
a lead, that person wlill die,

Here 18 aqueer old legend about the
“ Man'in the Moon."

Many years ngp, when wishing took
eflect, & peasant was discovered, upon
Christmns night, stealing bis neigh-
bor's cuhhnigm. The owner of these,
in nspirito revenge, wished the thief
*“ up to the moon," and was doubtless
much surprised at witnessing the im-
medlate secomplishment nl’%\ln wish,
For the peasant was quickly trans-
ported to the moon, where he remajns
to this day, stlll bearing his load of
cabhages—a constant warulug to all

purloiners of their nnlghhnrn goods,
Svery year, on Christmns Eve, by
way of resting himself, he Is permit-
ted to turp nround onee, And this re-
minds us of that world-renowned in-
dividuhl—the waudering Jew—who
never resta excepting on this same
mysterious night, and then he must
slt onn Rlnugh in a field,

On Christmas and New Years
nights no person should go to bed,
lest the wiiches come and harm him.

All the doors of the house must be
earefully closed, lest strange cats or

dogs should enter, who might prove
to be witehes In disgulse.
Something sharp of steel, as a

seythe,should be pluced In the fodder,
that the witches may have no power
to harm the eattle. Near Geettingen
It Is thought, that if the fodder is
placed in the open alr at Cliristmas,
the cattle will thrive well,

In the same place It Is also believed
that the hop-vine becomes green up-
on Christmas Eve, peeping out from
beneath thie deepest snow, and then
afterwards mysterlously dlsappearing.

In Holsteln, and also in many other
places, & curlous custom called win-
dowing, prevails. On Christmas night
the young men enter through the
windows to sce thelrdrue-loves, and
remain with them until daybreak.
The parents, knowling that this will
be n marringe, do not Interfere. If n
maiden does not faney the sultor who
would enter the window, ahe drives
him summarily out with ajbroom-
stick.

In the year 1012, we are gravel
tolid, that in Englund n pnrt.;lr of fif-
teen young  wowen and  elgliteen

oung men were dancing and singing
1 the churchyard of a church dedi-
ented to Bt. Mn;;nu.l on the day before
Christmas, Thelr revels disturbed
the devotions of one Robert, o priest,
who was celebrating mass within the
chureh. Therefore, In his Ire, he
prayed that these giddy young people
might dance without censing for a
whole year. And, as the prayers of
the righteous are snid to avall mueh
this merry company danced on nud
on throughout the livelong year—
knowlng no bunger," nor thirst, nor
wenr of apparel, nor even wearlness,
:llr.huugfh they wore the earth awn
heneath them until they were sun
up to their middle.
** A Christmas gambol oft would cheer,
‘The poor man's heart through bhalf the year."
But this merry-muking seqms to hnve
Insted from éhrl.u:muu until Christ-
mus ngaln.

In Sweden, the Trolls, who are said
to be a queer little people, living in
eaverns under the bills, come out to
celebrate Christmas with high revel-
ry, aud then it Is not deemed safe for
any Cliristian to be nbroad,

The heaths are.all covered wi
witches, elves, nud Trolls, some ridin
on wolves, sgome on brooms, some on
shovels, amnd all bastening to thelr

Ilnces of assembloge, where they
anee under the stones, These stones
lhe{ ralse up on pillars—and then
under them dance, sing, and drink.

On Christmus morning, between the
time of cock-crowing and daybreak,
it Is consldered to be as much as one's
life is worth to be abroad.

On the wall of Voxtorp Church in,
Bmoland, there Is o painting which
re{:resulmn knlght named Herve UIf,
whio, one Christmns mnrnian, receivmj
u drinking-horn from hds Troll-wife
in one hand, while with the other he
smote off her head. Then, taking the
lorn with him, he rode off to church.
For this not the Kin% commanded
him to eall himself Trolle, nnd to
linve for bis cont-of-arms & Troll with-
out o head, This wonderful dreinking-
lhorn was of three hundred colors,
and was long preserved In the eathe-
dral of Wexlo; but when, in the
year 1570 the Danes burned Wexio,
they bore away the lorn to Denmark.

It muy be useful tosome of our fair
renders to learn that if water isdrawn
at miduight, in silence, upon certalu
holyiay nights, us Christinas or St.
Jolin's Eve, from springs which have
been consecrated to some divinity,
and this water be bathed in, it will
Impart health aitd beauty for: the
whole year,

But this might prove a dangerous
experiment to try, since we arg told
that on Christmas Eve, al the solemn
hour of twalve, all waterls turned iu-
to-wine. Moreover, it is averred by
the gossips, that once upon this
charmed eve n woman was foolhardy
enough to go alone to a well to draw
water, and as she was bending over
the well, she heard a volce saying:

** All water is wine, 1
And thy two eyas are mine |

and immedintely she was deprived of
both her eyes.

Here 18'n queer method the Ger-
mans have of quleting a restless baby.
They sny: ““In the Twelfths (mean-
Ing the twelve days of Christmas) n
plece ‘of yarn should be spun and
wound the contrary way, through
which if a child that is unquiet be

ut thrice, 1t will then become quiet.”

¢ If It be put as many times through
the stepa of a ladder, or through its
mothers wedding-dress, it will have
the same benefloful effect.
These 1ittle items may be useful for

ung married people to know.
ynlrl § rl wlnl?gtu know to what

statfon of 1ife her future husband will
belon

she must llluteln upurnnCh;Lnt-
ve to the singing of the tea-
) v 8" the water

mnkea n roaring sound, he will be a
good old times are

mus

But alas! the

gone forever when the [ndustrious
malden fotind an Incentive to toll 1o

¢ firm’ bellef that the good falrles
lw.".'ehu wait thele rounds at Chrlstmas
time would not fail to reward her—
ust as mueh nslittle children now-a-
days expect great things from Banta
Claus, I tl:gy are only good !
** Farewall r ?rd! and fairles,
aod hmu.ew nl.nul' EEI,: nz,
| sweop their hearths nolesso
A :Ir'l"::ﬂdt}:l,nu w:nuo o8,

y leanliness
e i:&': -?:J:;:ﬁ;'hr whooo 1"

A Fn-umfs RepLy.—~A gentle Quaker

horses; » ve and a very
h.drt::n. When mri E?IEng the Iatler,
t turned out that, his: better l,a‘nlf had
taker the good one. *“Whatl said a
sneering bachelor, !t how comes it that
ou let your wife ride the better horse "

he only reply waa : “ Friend; when thee
liz'e :u‘::rl’nd ﬂl{t’]l know.

THE FROST CHILD.

It was & Ohristmns night, and from
his bigh Northern home, where he
sits alone on a glllmrin throne by
thie side of his father, King Winter,
the Frost Child descended into the
milder zone to roam through the
cities of the world, and look In at
windows draped for the holida;
Though he came from the cold, he
was not cold.  Over the yellow of his
halr he wore a coronet that shone
with the eternal brl'ghtnm of the
di 1, Twol us rings rose
to the level of hls erowned head,
like the pinions of the cherubim 'in
the pletures of old time. In his
hand he bore n wand that he had
brought out of his father’s kingdom,
and as he waved it before him the air
filled with myriads of frost flakes,
the little laughing rivulet ceased her
daneing nnd me a heet of pearl,
Fine, ethereal, (ransparent as & veil
the breath of the Frost Child diffused
[tself and mude anatmosphere about
him as he flew, The branches of the
cypress aud hemloek siowed a glitter-
Ing coat of mail when he went bg'.
and reeds, and tender shruba
glittered beneath the treasure that he
seattered over them.

He st:ﬂped before the palace of o
E:EM Indy, “I will' tell her some
les of my fathér's kingdom," he

sald, and forthwith he fell to tracing
blossoming ferns and glowing stars
over all her window panes, On all
lier laurel bushes he hung wreaths
of frost flowers, and decorating her
house and grounds he wrought all
night, but in the morning he vanished
nwnf, o that when the lady asked,
“Where Iy the exquisite artist?"' no
one was able to tell.

He stood at luat within a large and
brilliant eity. From many a church
gpire sliver bells rang in the happy
Chrlstmas eve, Waxen tapers spark-
led on the altars and in'the windows.
The shop windows flashed with forms
of costly benuty—a blaze of jewels.
Every where Were merry groups of
men, women and ehildren, urryiuﬁ
to and fro,  Chrlstmns trees showe
through half-open doors, and gayety
and good will fllled the streets, The
Frost Child saw some wandercrs that
he did not like, but being n Frost
Child and s son of King Winter, he
eould not understand that they were
ror nnd sutfering, and blamed them
for thelr sadness while all around was
rlud.  Flashing in his jewels, unseen
himsei f, lie mingled with the throng,

Inylnp;hmany a merry trick, touch-
rug with his wand the beard of some
young man and fri nglni it with
white. On’the cheek of beauty he
froze the tear ere it could full; he
tinged the finger-tips that were

wrapped In senlskin, and gave many|

a poor child a slap on the already too
red cheek. With his wand he drove
some old menand women flercely
over the smooth lce of the pave-
ments, He stopped to look In at the
windows, always leaving his pictures,
stars and ferns blossoming all deli-
cately fuir on the smooth tablet of
erystal,

‘At Inst hie waited before o window
well lighted in a shop of the second
or thivd grade, very pretty, but mostly
In It were displayed articles of use,
This child could not understand pain,
hunger or colil.  Noemotion had ever
kindled within or warmed the heart
of the Frost Child. A beautiful
Ttalian girl was looking in wistfully
at a tippet of down, s bright red
flannel petticont, & hood, and a pair
of shoes, The extreme fever of ex-
liaustion had settled like a red rose
lent on ench cheek; her feverish lips
were slightly parted; ber breathin
was hureied and quick. A - soil
boquet was in her hand, the last
remuppt of her dny's labor. The
Frost Child Dbresthed wupon [t; It
shrivelled and collapsed. few
small coins were in her hamd also,
but not enough to buy shoes, tippet
or hood.  Unscen himsell, the Frost
Child drew yet nearer to her heart;
his coronet” of dinmond brightness
touched her bosom. Bhe shivered o
little, trembled and walked on, The
Frost Child followed, now near and
now afar off, but ever keeping her in

ht. The two {mssed on up the
niling ways of the eity.
u8he is more beautiful than the
brightness of my father's throne,”
whispered the Frost Child to himself ;
“ 1 will steal her away and she shall
be with me and my father alone in
that solitary kingdom of light."

“ T enn go no farther,” sighed the
Ttalian girl; “I am weary and must
sleep.”

She sat upon the great eathedral's
step, and laying one arm on the next
step above she rested on it her weary
head. The jubilant notes of the
organ exultingly sang the songs of
May and the stars. They seemed to
flood the chureh, nnd Issuing there-
from to surge and roll above her
drooping form like billows of fire, for
she was no longer cold. The Frost
Child stood beside her unseen, but
the shining nimbus of his person en-
veloped both, Languor and sweet-
ness, ense anid rest her.
fell the Italian girl Iuto a long, lnnt;
dream, Thegay crowd of the church
ynssed out—girls o dresses of gleam-
ng antin, ault’l matrons in velvat and
dinmonds, but none tarried to see the

irl who had fallen n.sleu%nn the fair

Yhristmas night. The Frost Child
waited by her side; more luminous
his starry efeu oW bhmufh the
darkness of the Christmas night, and
sparkled llke blades of fine Damascus
the coronet set in the yellow bright-
ness of his hair, He waved his wand
three times above the head of the
sleeping girl; her form shrivelled,
and nn{v n little bitof pale whitecla
was left in her le, or the wraith
of the Italian flower girl, out of the
nimbus that surronnded both, arose
fairer than any Christmas light, and
with the Frost Child floated away.

———————————

HOME POLITENESS.

Bhould an acquaintance tread on your
dress—your beat, your very best—and by
accident tear it,"how profuse you are
with your, * Never mind: don't think of
it; I don'tcare atall.” Ifs husband does
it he geta s frown ; if a child, he is chas-

&l
W

tised.
Ah! these are litlle things, uLynu.
They tell mightily on the heart, be as
aured, little as they are.

A gentleman stops st a friend's house
and finds it in confusion, * He don't see
anything to spologize for; never thinks
of wuch matters: everything isall right;"
cold supper, cold room, crying children—
v perfectly comfortable.”

E’e home, his wife has been taking
eare of thesick ones, and worked her lile
almost out. *Don't see why things can't
be kept in better order; there never was
such crons ehildren before.” No apolo-

les except away from home.

Why not be polite at home? Why
notuse [reely the golden coin of cour-
tesy? How sweet they sound, those
little words, I thank you," or * You
are very kind!" Doubly, yes trebly
aweet, {rom the lipa we love, when heart-
pmiles make the eye lpu.rilu with the
clear light of affection.

Be polite to your children. Do you
expeot them to be minddil of your wel-
fare, to grow giad at your ag:muh,m
bound away to your pleasure before your

eat |8 balf spoken? Then, with all

dignity and anthority mingle polite-
’n::nl.. hn’il. a niche in rnnrngnnuhold
temple. Only then will you have the

true secret of sending out ‘into the world

1ly finished gentlenien and ladles,
l‘?:&:l?n. we nﬁnw all be polite.

BY CLEMENT C. MOORE,

WAS the night before Christmas,.whon all thro’
: the house SUEAARLDALL
Not'a creature was stirring, not even n - mouse; - ,
The stockinge were hing by the chimney with care,
In hopes that St. Nicholas would soon be there;

The children wére nestled all'snug in their beds,
While visions of sugar-plums danced thro’ their heads;
And mamma'in her kerchief and I in my cap, =

Had just settled our brains for a long winter’s nap—
When oat on thelawyn there arose such a clatte?,

1 sprang from the bed to see ywhat was,the matter.

=

Ocarsne eap ST
Away to the window I flew like'a flagh, - *
Tore open the shutters and threw up the sash;

The moon on the breast of the new: fallen snow,

Gave the lustre of mid-day to objects below, :
‘When what to my wonderingeyes should appear,

But & miniature sleigh and eight tiny, reindéer,

With a little old driver, so:lively and quick,

T knew in a moment, it must'be St Nick.

More ¥apid than eagles hiscoursers they came,

And he whistled and shouted and called them by name:
“Now Dasher! now:Dancer! now. Prancer! now Vixen!
On, Comet! on, Cupid! on; Dondér and Blixen |

To the top of the porch!’ To thetop of the:walll-
Now, dash away, dash away, dash away, alll”

As leaves that before the wild hurricane fly,

- When they meet with an obstacle mount to the eky,
8a up to the housetop the coursers they flew,

With the gleigh full of toys and St. Nicholas, too.

<And then in a twinkling, I heard on the roof

The prancing and pawing of each little hoof,

As I drew in my head and was turning around,

Down the chimney St Nichplas came with a bound.
He was dressed all in' fur from his head to his foot,
And his clothes were all tarnished with shes and soot.
A bundle of toys he hiad flung on his back,

= And he looked like a peddler just opening his pack.

His eyes—how they twinkled! his dimples—how merry!
Iis'cheeks were like roses, his nose like a cherry ;

His droll little mouth was drawn up like a bow,

And the beard on his chin wns as white as the snow,
The stump of & pipe he held tight in his teeth,

And the smoke, it encircleds his head like o wreath ;
He hag a broad face,.and a little round belly,

That shook, when he laughed, like a bowl full of jelly.
He was chubby and plump, o right jolly old elf;

And Tlaughed, when I saw him, in spite of myself.

A wink of his eye and a twist of his head,

Soon gave me to know I had hothing, to dread.

He spoke not a word, but went straight to his work,
And filled all the stockings; then turned with a jerk
And laying his finger abide of his nose,
And giving o nod, up the chimney he rose. :
He'sprang to his sleigh, to his team’gave’a ‘whistle,

®  And away they all flew, like the down of the thistle;

‘| eholy," sayn: * Where God

“fwhich' ‘has been so

But T heard him exelaim, are he drove out of sight,
“Happy CHRISTMAS TO ALL, AND T0 ALL A GOOD' N1gHT |"

‘WHO I8'THE AUTHOR 0F—1

""How' many' of the r questioners
who have gen met ?ig:"‘ Ak mua no

vestions and I'11 tell'yon no'lies," know
'that the tantalizing response in o' direct

'| quotation from” Goldamith? * To him we

are also indebted for *These little thin
are fut to little men,” "And in Gol
smith's “ Hermit"” we find * Man''wants
but little here below, nor wanta that litle

long;"
Iu'clz wnid, in 'his * Night Thon
“ Mun' wants but little, nor’ that ' little

~|long.” ‘“All that glitters is'not gold,"!

in from ‘Shakepenre,

‘ Al'question ‘arote at 8 small party nd to
every one ﬂrunnt, *What ' shadows ' we,
‘are, ‘what shadows we purkue " and after
great diversity of opinion 'and consider-
able search, it was found that not one of
the company had given the true sonrce.
It in from a'spetch ‘of Edmund Burke,
delivered 'at “Brittol, on’ 'declining the
poll in'1780. ! \

Daniel Defoe is quoted as the ‘author
of the proverb,  Glod o sooner builda a
church than the devil potes'up a chapel.”
Defoe wrote o' poent, one Yerse of ‘which
'“ﬂ.'. followa: ; 4

"“Whgnaver God ereats s house of prayer,

""" The derll ls sure to I%:llh?nl!lprurlﬁ:::

And "twill be fonnd, upon examination,
The latter has the largest congregition,”

But, in writing this, Defoe ‘only wr:i-_.

| fied'n well-known proverb'of ‘his day.

Burton, in his -h\nll.omr of “Melan-
inth s temple
the devil will have a chapel ;" and Her-
bert,-in'his Jacula Prodentum, expresses
the snme idea. )
“Though the mills of God grind slowly,
i:l they grind exceedingly small," may
found amon, Lnu;l'e]fov'n Poetical
Aphorigms, and is & alation from

but earlier than that, Dr.'Younz God dis,

the origin 'of a line 'familiar to 'nearly | goes

debted far more to his g.‘[%:ntia memory
than to his originality. often quaoted
image of the traveler from New Zealand,
taking his stand on & broken arch of Lon-
don bridge to sketch the ruina of 8t
Paul's, is borrowed from Horace: Wal-

le. . 1" The Imitation of Chrisi” Her-

t's " Jocula Prudentium,” and Frank.
lin's works are the great storehouses of
many proverbs lﬂd'li'i‘wtlﬂﬂhl- From
the, first we have, '‘Man: proposes, but
poses.” ' Of two evils, the less s
always to be chosen.” * Early to bed and
early to rise, makes a man healthy,
wealthy, and wise,” is from Franklin; so
also s, ' God them . that. Lelp
themselves; " # Hp that goesa borrowing

o ing:" ¥ Conti 1 d T

wears awny stones; "’ though the germ of
this, by the w:{, is ta he found in Luere-
tios and Ovid, Habelnis has given us

| many popular phrases, such sa " He

thought the moon was made of green
chmi” I By robbing Peter Lo paid
Paul;" “The devil was sick, the devil a
monk; would be ; the devil was well, the
devil amonk was he,” The plirnse, "'er
even to the knife” was I.Eo-'lnam lof
Palofax, the Governor of Baragoz, when
he was summoned to surrender by the
French, who were besieging the- city in
1808, One of the sources from which
many of our popular quotations have
flowed, in Lord

sted Verse ;. for example, the coup-
lot so confidently attributed to Pope,
4 Immodest words admit of no defense,
for want of decency ‘is want of sense;"”
and " Choose an author as you choose &
Iriend.” Lord, Lytton somewhere says
that Horace has supplied, after Shaks-
speare, the ber of quotati

mmon's: Easy on |

And ‘mow the had' walted
seven lengths and /seven| breadths
for! ber: husband ito eomel and ‘call
them' howe to dinner; but never a
call had they had. Atlastshe thought
she'd waited long enough, and went
home. But when she got there, and
found the cow hanging in such an
ugly place; she ran up and!cut the
rope in two with herscythe, But, as
she did this, down came her husband
outof the nhlmne‘y n.ai and sowhen hls

old dame came e the kitchen,
thare she found him standing on his
head in the porridge pot.

THE POOR BOY'S CHRISTMAS EVE.

Y WILL 8 HAYR

* Mamma, why don't you smils to-night,
B{mi Ihl.l.ll U?mmu Eyel '
This I8 » time for Joy and mirth,
And not s time to prieve.
Hang up your atocking; eome, be glad;
Pat mine baside it, too;
If o1d Kris Kringle don’t fll mine,
o may fill yours for you,¥

““For me, my ohild; ah, no, not me,

The wolf {s at our doer,

Kris Kringlo only knows the rich,
od we ure very Eoet-"

.\x_:‘.‘il llllxm poar M{ Fr bowed ber hearé

woe and griel ross

Sho kin harhgy .J"n@m.d"hm

Btill closer to hor breast,

**Well," suid the child," mamms, don’t weep,
[ know we waat for H
Axnd other things which we would have
1f papa was not dead.
It in so eold; soe how it snows.
nnd earn
Are just a2 cold as joe—don't ary,
The rieh don't eare for tears]

"My child, God bless you!" and she kiss
Her little darling's cheok. 1
Bho looked upon his smiling face
Awif sho dared to speak.
ereyes mot his—tears mot with smiles.
She nobbed, ' 01 must it
Thut I must live a life of—-Nol

{od help and pitty mel'"

His little arms, 1o thin and pale,
" I.mtu}dn 4! llrt;'ou :ila t't'ﬂl- i
L mother's neek, and w 12

l’lm& taar-drops from her face.
“*Mamma,'’ said he, ** ‘tis Christmas Eve;
Come, let us bappy be,
Don't talk of shame, but live, mamma,
For tod, and me,
- L] - L] -

She knelt and prayed; God lent Hisear,
A thoy ‘wore baohy Chrirtans dsy—
wore happy Lar {'] o

A E.'h:’:linu hnd%eﬂn there,

01 ye whom God hath favared so,

an't elose your selfish door

And shut your comforte up insids;

o share them with the poor.

- ——— —

DREAM OF CHRISTMAS HVE.

t 18 true he is the nuthor who rises most
readily to the lips of the scliolar, and by
hulmamgloun powers of uniting happy

Frederick von Logan, a writer of the
seventeenth century. “From Pope's rich

tion with strong common pense

affords the readi dium of exy 8
the ordinary incidents of life in the ters-
est ] ; iounly enough there

atores of thought we gather many popul

maxims,

‘i Pleased with a rattle, tickled with a
straw;” “Whatever isl inright ;" “Order
in heayen's first law ;" * Honor and shame
from no condition rise;” " An honest
man is the noblest work of God,” may all
be found in Pope's Essay on Man, /In his
Eeaay on Criticiam, * A little learning in
a dangerous thing i 4Ty err is human,
to forgive divine;"  Fools rush in where
lnr?n!l fear to tread;” " Your ense in
writing comes from art, not chance—as
those move easiest who have learned to
dance.”” The well-known line, ' Well
ghould you practice who so: well can
R,”“hl" oceurs in his Wife of Bath.

here is an Italinn proverb used in the

.| extravagance of fattery expresive of

this jdes:
*When nature made thee she broke the
mould,”

Byron uses it in the closing lines of his
monody on the death of Blieridan:
**Blgbing that natore formed but one such

man, ;
And brole the die In mnulﬂl.lnl Bheridan."

The source of the common saying,
“ Conaintency, thou art a jewel," has pus-
zled many n scholar, and whether or not
the lollowing authority may be relied
upon ea the starting ?int. or a8 only
using a borrowed idea, I can not' nasert.
In n ‘ballad, entitled “Jolly Robyn
Roughhead,” }an‘bllnhed in 1784, in' a
litile volume of English and SBcoteh bal-
lads, the poet bewails' the extravagance
in dress, which he considers the grand
enormity of his day, and makes lﬂ:yn
address his wife as follows: .

*Tugh | tush, my lissie| sush thoughts re-

Compnrisons are orual,
Fine dresses suit to frames as fine,
Conslstoneie’s a jewal 1"

“We live in deeds, not years," " Life

is but a° means unto an end,” and, “All
up-hill work when we would till, all down-
hill when we suffer,” are quotations from
Balley's * Festus.”
For some time there was a. consider-
able
familiar line, Thuufb
memory dear,” but it

lexity as to the origin of the
lost to sight, to
has been finally

~~| settled that it originated with Ruthven
‘| Jenkyna, and was first published in the

Greemwich Magazine for mariners.in 1701,
W' hrough thick and thin," # None but
the brave n?mwe the fair,” and *' Death
and death's hall-brother lleup," are from
Dryden,
o e s e gl v o
the view," and * Like angels' visits, few
and far 1 \7 are. from Campbell's
“Pleasures of MHope," X
In u gollection of old songs, published
in the sixteenth century, we find, * The
darkest hour In just before the dawn.”
To those great store-houses of wise say-

| ings, Bhakapeare's works, the. followin

owe their origin: "“Double, double toi
and trouble,” ' Brevity is the soul of
%it,” " Curses not loud but deep,” ‘' Make
assurance doubly sure,” ' We shall not
look upon his like again,” and so many

. | others that we find it dangerous, with our

limited space, to even make n commence-

ment.

" The good die first, and Ihe]bwllm
hearts are ns dry as summer dust burn to
the sicket," is from Wordswarth's "' Ex-
curaion,” ' Blessings brighten aa they
take flight” from Young's *Night
Thoughts,” " God made  the coun
and man made the town," from Cowpern
" Tuak," which is also the source of
"“The cup that cheers but not inebrintes,"
and the oft-quoted line, " Not much the
worse for wear.”

Congreve, in his Pk[! of “The Old
Bachelor,”” gives us © Married in haste,
wo may repent at lelsure;” and " Music
bath charma to soothe the sayage breas
il;l{ the same author, and occurs in his
W Morning Bride."

4 Where ignorance in:bliss 'tis folly to
be wise,” is in Gray's ¥ Ode on Eton Col-
lege." ''Christmas comes but once a
year,” and ¥ It is an ill wind that blows
nobody any ," were wrilten by
Thomas Tusser in 1680, " Btraws shuw
which way the wind bl?!r:!"lly James

e, " There's mun{ n slip
"twixt the cu][l and the lip” lia [terary
translation of an an old Greek hexame-
ter line; and when we talk of smiling
throngh (ears, we are quoting Homer,
The happy expression, ** aullum quod feti-
gum ornant," in the phrase employed
y Dr. Johnson in' his epitaph on Gold-
amith to express thegeniu of hin friend.
The line #o often attributed’ to Bhak-
speare, “A fellow feeling mnkes one won-
rous Linll," wan written! by Garrick in
the ocossional prologue spoken by him on
leaving the nlaga.e-mowgn Feltham, the
nutherof ' The Ives," s one of those
unfortumate men who have written many
good and pithy things while others have
usurped the eredit 8f them ; such, for in-
stance, a8 “ Without » certain modicum
of [ehaff the horse i :lpl 1o bolt hisonts,”
extromly applied.

Mucaulny has the rey ‘many a
brilliant ‘epigram for which he wsa {n-

Cheatham, and * Out of sight, out of |.
mind," b‘{ Lord Brooke.
The old phras:

B i but Y B
are \’ﬁr{jzw standard quotations to be
culled from his works., Terence and
Plautus haye furnished us with a far
lem- number, though we owe a still
arger debt of gratitude to Virgil and
Ovid, In Greek literature tho grest

I of g jons are und i
Iy the fragments ot the tragic and comic
poe par&icuinl{ Mehander, whose say-
ings haye been fittered through a thou-
sand channels, and form no ivconsidera-
ble part of the sum of the [amiliar quo-
tations most in vogue.

A HUSBAND IN THE KITCHEN.

A NORSE LEGEND.

Once upon a time there was a man
so surly ond cross that he never
thought his wife did any t-]i!lif right
in the house. Bo one evening In hay-
mnkln5 time, he came home, seold-
ing and swearing, and showing his
teath and making a dust. ]

Y Dear love, don't be angry, there’s
a good man," sald his goody; * to-
morrow let's change our work. 'l
go with the mowers ‘and mow, nnd
you shall mind the house.

Yes! the husband thought that
wcg:}]d dol very well. ) ;

' Bo, early next morning, his goody
took & se {hn over lher nﬁouldem wod
went out Into the hayfield with the
mowers and began to mow; but the
man was to mind the house and do
the work at home,

First of all he wanted to churn but-
ter, but when he had churned awhile
he FM thirsty, and went down to the
cellar to tap a barrel of ale, So, just
when he had knocked in the bung,
and was putting the tap into the eask,
he heard the pig come into the kitehen
overhend, Then ofl' e ran up the cel-
lar sfuirs, with the tap in his hand, s
fast ns he could, to look after the pig,
lest it should upset the ehurn, Hut
when he got up nnd saw that the plg
had alrendy knocked the churn over,
and stood there, rooting and grunting
among the erenm, which wasrunning
all over the floor, he got so wild with
rage that he quite forgot the burrel of
ale, and'rin at the plg as hard as he
eould. He caught it, too, just as it
ran out of doors, and gave it suchn
kick that pigg)i' lay for dend on the
spot. ' Then, all at once, he remem-
bered that he had the tap in his hand;
and when he got down to the eellar,
B\'é;}r drop of ale bad ran out of the
eask,

Then he went Into the tlnh?' nnd
found enough crenm left to fill the.
churn agaiu; anmd so0 he began to
churn, for butter they must have for
dinner. When he had churned s bit,
he remembered that their mllking
cow was stlll up In the hyre, an
hadn'thad a bit to eat ora a drop to
drink all the morning, though the
sun was high. Then all atouce he
thought it was too far to take her to
the méadow, so he'd just get her up
on'the' house-top—for the house, you
must know, was thatehed with sods,
and a fine crop of fnuu was growling
there, Now, their house lny close up

inut & steep down and he thought
if helaid a plank across to the thateh
atthe back, he'd easily get the cow

up.

pBuz still he couldn't leave the
churn, for there was his little babe
crawilng about on the floor, and if he
left It; he thought, the child was sure
to/upset It. ' So he took the churn on
his baek, and went out with it; but
ithen he thought he'd better fimt
water the cow before he turncd her
out on the thatch; so he took ups
bucket to draw water out of the well ;
but ns he stooped down at the well's
brink; all the eream ran out of the
churn over his shoulders and go down
luto the well,

Now it was near dinner time, and
he had not even got the bLutter yet;
#0 he thought he had better boll the
porridge, and filled the pot with
water and bung it over the fire,
When be had done that, be thooght
the cow might, perhnps, fall off the
thateh and break her legs or neck, Bo
he got up on the house, to tie her up.
Oue end of the rope lie tled fast to
the cow's neck, and the other he
slipped down the chimney, and tied
round his own thigh; and he began
lo'muake haste, for the water now be-
gsn to boil in the pol, and he had still
to grind the oatmeal,

he began to grind n.wnr- but
while he was hard at it, down fell the
cow off’ the lll)lllﬂ-lle)!ll after all, and
as she fell she dra, the mau up to
the'chimney by the rope. There he

stuck fust; and as for the cow, she |}

hung half way down the wall,swing-
/ing between heaven and earth, for

she could nelther get down nor up,

Id 1 that T was earried back for
more than eighieen Lundred years, and
that 1 was in Jerusalem, in a humble
cottage, where around & cheerful; fire
there were gathered the father, mother
and & little child. The father and
mother were Joseph and the blessed
Virgin Mary, and the child Jesus. Tt
was the eve of the tenth birthday of that
wonderful ¢hild. Though the room was
furnished in the simplest manner, and
there was nothing about it to attract the
admiration of those who eare for worldly
splendor, yet it appeared to me the very
liome of lpnrily and peace. I thought
in the ealm, quiet, loving expression o
{ather and mother,and in the radiant,
angelic face of that beantiful boy, there
was no need of what we eall ' ereature
comforta’ to make a paradise of the
hnmblest fireside.
‘While wrapt with intense interest in
the scene upon which my vision rested,
the voice of the child Jesus, with its
silvery tones, fell upon my ear, “Dear
mother,” he aaid, “ it is ten years to-night
since I 'was born into this world, ISid
not eome to you s the children of other
mothers come. The angels sang ‘at my
birth, and ghe heavens were Illgllal.ai up
totell a dark and sinful world of the
advent of its long-promised deliverer.
There are mln{l;uu w away before
I am to leave this humble home to do the
great work for which I am sent, But
even now I am to be about my father's
business. T have work todo as a child,
Now it is that T am to learn my child-
hood’s lessons. I want to know by ex-
l)eril.'uce all their joys and sorrows, to
earn how to rejolee with them when
they are glad, and to weop with them
when they are sorry, It is for this
resson that I go out upon the streets and
join in their sports, to learn all about
them, and to teach them by exawple that
they must be Penmnl unselfish and for-
iving. Myriads of children will come
nto the world whose footsteps:I. am to
guide, whose sorrowa I am to voothe, and
whose joys I am to hallow, and therefore
it i, I would have my ehild's heart
taught, that [ may sympathise with
them when they shell come to me as
their God and Savior."”
The wondering parenta linten with holy
awg to the wonderfnl words of their
wonderful child. They knew but very
imperfectly what was the purpose of His
wission to earth, and it was well they
did not know what a_path of sufferin
wan before Him, His conce I.inn-lng
birth had been marvelous; and nodoubt
from year to year, na He “grew in| wis-
dom and stature,” they had occasional
i}impm of the glory to be revealed in
im, The Bible tells us: * Mary kept
all tbese things and pondered  them rn
her heart,”
Buddenly, in my dream, the whole
scene was chapged, and 1 was in a'church
where were gathered together a great
number of children, It was Chrisumas
eve, and a Christmns tree sparkled with .
light, and children with: glad voices and
joyoun faces were singing Lheir carols of
the Babe in Bethlehem. Among that
group, nx by the wand of the, oian
the radiant face was. revealed to, me of
that game little child whom I had,seen
in Jerosalem,  There could be 'no mis-
taking that perfect form, that graceful
manner, nor the sngelic expression of
thut fnce, He seemed to have come un-
noticed, and he glided silently: around,
whispering into the ear of one and another
some aweet and heavenly thought, and
the fnce of each child into whoee ear He
thus breathed lighted up with a haly joy,
As1 snw bim thus in the vision of my
dream, busy in ministering unseen to the
1, 1 0‘ hitdh d lnd 1 m

caich the key-note of their joyous prattle,
and even to mingle in their nofsy glee, O,
how I wished that the eyes ur every
child then could be open o see the child
Jesus, who etill comes to children as »
child to let them know how He can and
does love them,
Bul, then, I remembered that when He
went up before the wondering gare of
Hir disciples, and a clond received Him
out of their sight, He left the earth, no
mare to be seen in humnn form uatil He
shall come sgain, at the last day, in
power and great f[ury.
1 eould not, therefore; hope that m
winh would be gratified. I watched his
every movement with eagercoriosity, and
in momentary {ear that the blessed vision
would melt away into a shadow, - Bot he
did not seem to grow weary of the festive
scene, Hin child's lheart was in joyous
nccord with the little ones, nm.( he
lingered (o cateh the last notes of their
simple carols,
At last methought there came, ns from
a distance, the sound of music, as of the
warbling of angels, and nearer and
nearer, and clearer and clearer, iand
sweeter nand aweeter the notes of heavenly
barmony fell upon my ears; nnd: then
came the flashes of the silver wings of a
multitude of the Heavenly Host, when
suddenly the child Jesus, radiant with
the balo of Divinity, rose up befgre me,
An e wan borne out of my sight rl:-ud
& voice repeating, in the same nilvery
tones which greeted my ears from: the
ble cottage in J lem; “ Buffer the
litile children to come unto me, and for-
bid them not, for auch is the Kingdom of

eaven,”




